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B FRIENDLY CRITIC.

Leonora Campbell was not what you
would call a clever woman; nevertheless
in the temporary Insanity of Ormond
Brownrigg, it was she who brought the
poor alllicted gentleman to reason. BShe
never could think what Horace Gibsgon
Eaw In him; and certainly that stringent
editor and austere critic must have had a
weak side to his nature somewhere. At ull
events It was not very long after he had
become engaged to Gibson's cousin that
Brownrigg burst into the office of the
Plccadilly Review with his pockets bulg-
Ing with manuseripts, He took up a firm
position in front of the firenlace, leaning
against the chimneypiece, and poured out
hils soul, while he passionately prodded the
hearth rug with the point of his umbrella.

“Well, my boy,"” sald Glbson at last, *'Il
admire your genlal pessimism, but I ecan't
see what you've got to grumble at. You're
Young, excessively young., in your case an
obvious advantage; you're a government
clerk, and therefore an irresponsible per-
son;: and wyou're engaged to my small
cousin, Janie Morris. What more do you
want?"' The editor awung round in his re-
volving chair, and looked at his friend
with critical Interest. Brownrigg was a
callow youth, with a prosale body much
too long for his clothes, and a poetic soul
also absurdly overgrown. He winced nerv-
ously under the editorial gaze, and shifted
his position.

“By the by,” continued Gibson, *‘what
on eurth brought you two together?"

“Fate,”” sald Brownrigg, with sulky
solemnity.

“Ah! Fate's a matchmaker who won't
be cut by any man, let alone a boy of
Your age. I congratulate you on your
good luck.”

“It's all very well for you to grin when
you're at the top of the tree I want to
climb; but how would you like to sit on a
high stool! (with your head, mind you,
bursting with original ideas) and have to
copy piles of official letters all day?””

"“That kind of literature's not remark-
able for Imaginative thought, or for charm
and dignity of style; all the same—"

“All the same it's ruin to a man's Eng-
lish. DBesides, it's the injustice of the thing
I can’t stand, If I'd condescended (o prose,
it I'd pandered to the popular taste, writ-
ten, say, a disgusting novel or a frantic
romance, I'd have been all right; being a
poet, of coure I'm stuck into an office to
find my bread and butter."”

“And then you find it buttered side down.
My dear fellow, you'rs too young to appre-
clate the artistic frony of the situation.”

“L.ook here, Gibson, If you can’t help me,
8a s0. I sent you all my manuscripts
under a pseudonym, so that you mighin't
be embarrassed by any feeling of friend-
ship—-"

“Thanks;
you.”

“¥Yes, but honestly, did you suspect me
of having written those verses you sent
back?'"

“No, my dear boy, to do you justice, I
did not.”

“Would you mind telling me what fault
you found with *A Soul's Eple? Really,
it's the most sustalned effort I've made
yet,"” and Brownrigg produced the manu-
script of a long autoblographical poem in
blank verse.

Glbson feigfied extreme embarrassment
at the slgqu. “I—=I hardly know-—I may
have thought it a little too sustained. You
see the Review Is limited as to space, and
‘A Bpul's Epie' would have swamped it for
‘the next three months,” He wheeled his
chair back to the table ana began to look
over a pile of papers., Suddenly he uttered
an amused exclamation. I say, vou yvoung
puppy! You don't mean to suy you wrote
these studies of Swinburne?'*

“Well, yes, I did=but—"

“They'ra confoundly well done. FHave
you any more of the same sort handy?”

“Loads—all idiotic. I've hacked and pol-
ished them till they make me ill. You
8see, the poet is born, but the essayist is a
manufactured article. Those things you ad-

mire are purely mechanical; but this little
eplc was struck out at a white heat; it's
charged with—"

“I've no doubt it Is; but don't let it off
Just now. I can't read and listen at the
same time.”

There was silence in
quarter of an hour, broken only by the
areaking of Brownrigg’'s boots a8 he
roamed from chair to chair. Presently
Gibson turned round, *“Yes, that'll do. I'il
take this, and if you choose you can send
me some more like it; not any poctry,

please.'"

“'Oh,”" esald Brownrigg a little stiffly,
“don’t take the things because I happen
to be a friend and enguged to your cousin.
} prefer to stand or fall by my own mer-
tsn.”’

“I assure you I'm not influenced by per-
sonal affection. I'm merely pandering, in
an editorlal capacity, to the popular taste,
By the by, does my cousin admire ‘A
Soul's Enje?

‘“Yes,"” saild Brownrigg, with some emo-
tion, “'she says it's a noble noem—rates it
as high as anything in Byron, i.l lton, or
Mrs. Browning.'

“If you'll take my advice,
your verse for Janie and vour prose for
the public. 1 really think you may do
something by and by if you'll condescend
to stick to journalism. And now. would

very much mind saying good-morn-

T'The poet went away more cast dosyn
than otherwise by the prospect of success,
for it was not the success of which he had
dreamed. AS a writer of mere srose he
had rvisen Iin Gihson's eves, but he had
fallen in his own. At the same time he
was quite aware that he had fallen on his
fect, for Gibson was one of those people
who are always rather better than their
word, and to be taken un oy him was to
be more or less certain of a carecer.

In due time Brownrigg made his triumph-
al entry into the world of literature
through the classic pages of the Piceadilly
Review., He wrote to Janle and told her
all about it, saying, and inleed believing,
that it was for her sake tliat he had made
this Sacrifice of his supreme ambition, and
had consented to work on a lower level
for a while; adding that it would not hs
leng now before they could a®ord to be
married. For the rest he took Gilizon's ad-
vice, and no longer sent hi=s poems to pub-
Ushers: he sent them to Janie, inclused In
long, melancholy, autoblographlcal letters.
Janie soothed him by return of post,
praised the poems, and proph®sied fame
for their auvthor.

Janie had always soothed him Inexpres-
sibly. Bhe was easlly moved to mirth, vet
she never smiled at his Httle solecismes:
she never laughed when he tried to play
lawn tennis, and slipped and fell abiout the

Tis8 in a wvariety ol ourious attitudes,
When Brownrigg blushed and looked un-
comfortable, as he did a dozen times a
day. Junle suffered sympathetle agoniew.
And yet, when he was made sub-editor of
the Piecadilly Review a yeéar later, and
gave up hiz government appointment on
the strength of it, Miss Janie was by no
means overjoved at his good fortune., To
he sure he had told her that they could not
be married now for another four years,
and she was digsnopointed. Women are so
selfish, he reflected; they take evervthing
personally: and if Janile was going 1o
stand In the way of his eareer—he did not
follow us that troin of thought, but went
down to Janle and explained the situation
He spoke nobly of self-zsacrifice, and of 1 er
woman's part in the glorious agony of the
artist’s life. And when Jante heard that,
she tossed back her head to keep the tears
from falling, and made her soft litile
mouth look firm and resolute, This gave
Brownrigg a kind of confused idea that it
was he who had been re=solute, he who hail
been making sacrifices, and he went back
to town fecling greater and nobler than
GVver,

it was most considerate of

the office for a

yvou'll keep

IT1.

A state of pecullar mental exaltation i=
often the proleogae to the great psychical
tragedies of Hfe, and though Brownripgg
knew nothing about It, such a
vias even now being prepared for him., His
with the FPleeadilly Review
meant more to him than Hterary success:
It brought some social advancement.
Gibson combined a good-humored contem;t
for Brownrigg's character with a

trageds
counection
nl=o

sub-

dued admiration of Nis talents, and he had |

drawn him into his own set, among whom
the callow youth posad In an engaging
manner as the spofled child of lHterature,
He appealed lrresistibly to the soft side of
soclety; he was as sensitive and impres-
sionable as a woman and had a charming
way of blushing at llitle compliments like

A yvoung girl. When people were not laugh-
ing at him, they were always soothing and
muking much of him. And all the time
he had an uneasy consciousness that his
success was entirely owing to Gibsoen's pa-
tronage, a thought which saidly embitterad
his enjoyment. although his egotism had
led him to exaggerate the importance of
his friend’'s action. Tor the great editor
wads an unconscious tool in the hands of
fate when, in an evil moment, he intro-
imill A4 Brownrigg 1o Miss l.conora Camp-

L1 -

Ultien, too often, Brownrigy tried to recall
the sensations ot that hour; they lent
themselves 1o no language and were not
to be grasped by thought. He knew now
that hitherto he had but seen sitting before
the curinin, walting for the play to begin;
he had heard whispers from the stage: he
had seen a shadow move across the cur-
tain, the shadow of Janie. obiruding her
lll.“_i?."l:!.’iv-'nt_ little person between him and
—Never mind! The curtain had risen at
last, life had begun suddenly with a great
light and mus!e, and he found himself no
ollger a spectator, but an actor in a
ﬁu!n-!’l! y cailed *“*Leonora.”

She Tself, what was she? He did not
krniow, had begun by trying to fathom
her and floundered helplessiy from deep to
deep. Then he found out that she wius
divine Intelligenee clothed fn mortal form;
which meant that Brownrigg had gone
through life trading on people’s :.:-;nm%nhv
and, whereas other women gave him Sy~
pathy in abundance, this woman did more
~—.-.h.r: actually understood him.

'}'L hen o man meets his incarnate fdeal,
what is he to do? DBrownrigg did nothing:
hea had no hesd for problems; he Htl]ijll\-:
c:;l’_iln.pf':-a'[ under the hand of Pate. i

& was supremely happy, drinking dee
of the poeiry of existen ]r and !‘.\rlnE’ itnhar:
divine delirium, unshackled by ordinary
conditions of space and time. It seemed
to him ages since the davs when to go
for a walk with Janie was a new joy, when
to play lawn tennis with her was 2 wild
delight, while to sit together under the
elm and read A Soul's Eple” aloud
was a transcendent intellectual rapture,
The rolling nights and days seized him and
hurried him along a dim and perilous \\'a)".
He was everywhere where Miss Campbell
was—in the the: s hal '

iter, the concert hall, the
balliroom; following her with a reciless
persisiency and deolng all sorts of rr1:=:l;1
things in order to Bet introductions to peo-
ple whom she knew. Hae suceeeded in most
cases, for by this time his eccentricity had
become so marked that for one season he
was all the fashion. People acquired a
taste for Brownarigg as for some ourious
forelegn thing, He might have founded
& new school of poetry if they had only
given him time, for under this new '-*tlm}-
ulus his lyric nature had reasgerted i-t‘it'lf'
i‘zés:v\:;?rlzxsmllbe?.ur1o the property of a select

oter]e e e : i R
an\‘f esoterice t’zlm.-..n'm)ml WRONE IS Sy atic
4 \.‘-'I.h'l-'-'fil:t". ] 4
serenely u"puhas.{id{a] i Sr WAY,
it d hsclous of the drama that
i‘:h weing acted jn Brownrigeg's soul, Not
that he made any secret of his slal--‘ of
mind; the artist's impulse towards el
reveliation we ar'ds se 5-
Mt 48 Loo strong in him for that
:ww“i?n?-n}l-m fm_*lln_::s cuntered round the

' perious passion, and what on earth

s the use of having fine feelings if vou are

not to display them? With his
lack of humoron isce i ' :
A i8 discernment, it was to

Horace Gibson that he turned ‘-1t -t,hlw' cri
8is of his fate. In spite of his S ey
like and feslousy SPite 8 growing dis-

nd jJjealous f ’ ; i

L : Y o the editor, he still
grudgingly respected and blindly trusted
him. It was the homage which the as I‘
rant 1n.~'.rlm-t]w‘ly pays to al] 'gq-;llr,.‘[{‘,‘-;-.‘.??t'
ness: s ' Miss Camnl v e
1e58; and, next to Miss Campbell, Glhson
was the audience for whom B ‘nrigg r
served his : ; rownrigg re-

Hs most effective parts
Og\li_r]n!;.'ht. when the day's pll:.llittlt'h'-‘i are
( ver, Is the proper time for rowelatlons

¢ ol ! : ns, and
?f m[nlnli::h; Brownrigg sought out his ben-
‘tactor In his rooms, and poure :
extraordinary "'““I}"i--nu‘.{y‘";,':n,:lﬂ forth his
I-In"'."' Gibson lay back in his :ll.'l‘nl'h iir en
Joying a clgarette, while he guzed igulwtl-'
it Brownrigge through the «':l::.‘:':g wreatl .
of smoke. The hoy Interested him "11'1“;
when he ceased to be estir S
WAELE 0 be Interesting he was
always amusing, Some pity mingled \\'I‘It}l
his intense amusement now, as Brow: I""
In evening dress ramped at bl iy
thrusting his rf-{'n'lwlpi :'""“” e,
vt A G B rish HNngers through his

alr (which had grown from flaxen stub
:!{f.- to a ]l‘.)l]_l.']hil}"l,‘D!Urt'd aftermath) ;vhﬂln:
HE8 ceravat slowly w rav ]
under R lee r vorked its way round

Brownrige had told Hi

srownrigy I 1 his tale before he
_r{‘r m-.n!z.ul_ that some explanation was due
rl.'.s-n he brought himself up suddenly he-
‘f;r;*wl:ni-._1r|rvp]:;:l-v_ and assumed as ecalm an
y Sslon as his disheveled appearance s
T2y ) appearance al-

“It’'s not,” he declared

$ ot, awelare solemnly, “‘he-
cause she's beautiful as a ¢ e
like n tuberpse—'" = SHA e emaploxion
th--{a:'i[:ml'Y' nn!rmnrml Gibson, In a paren-
si=. A less hackneyed comparison than
:m,'.l‘ nlrh»-r sort of rose.” ) :

“I don't even know whether > air’
:'w!l. ar brown, or golden—'" DT DR

“It's all three.”

_j'Il«r b auty has nothing whatever to do
with it. I've seen beautiful women hefore.
Z‘:nr does the fact that she plays anid sings
divinely weigh with me for an instant—'"

“No, my boy: you never had :ll'i}"t‘:ll' for
l'll‘l.lsl-‘, barring your own votee.'

And it's not because she's geod and gen-
tle. Lots of women can be that, too.””

“Janle, for instance," ' ‘

"lu;:n t, Gib=on: wyou'll drive
Janle's a sweet little thing, but
fdealize her:
ship her.”

“She wouldn't like it

: » much if you did

She couldn’t sit still on a In-dr‘sml)fnr five
minutes together. All the sima, she's not
a bad little latter-day saint, with a straw
hat for a halo. By the by, do you ever
write to her now?”

A | l:l‘lif\'t' I've answered all her letters—
I don't know. Anyvhow, It doesn't matter—
mare than anyvthing eise matters.” He sat
down and stared gloomily at the carpet:
then he got up and began to ramp ahout
again. “Ah, Gib=on, vou ecan imagine the
pain, but you '
the rapture of t!""

At this point Gibson so far forgot him-
self as to throw away his cigarette, and
put his hand up to his forehead. “Brown-
rigg. 4IQH'£ haunt me in this wav: there's
2 good fellow: for it's mv firm belief you're
I;E-::.! :|;ul ::'nn-.'_.tn paradise—a fool's para-
dise, of course.

“A fool's inferno, vou mean.
,;t night I'd lost her—I made
that.”

Gibson sat silent for
the curious specimen hefore him. Then
rose to his feet, laughing, and patted
Brownrige cheerfully on the back.
sirikes me we're both rather ont of it. and
that at voresent vou're enfoving a most
beneficent purgatory. T can’t give you a
hand-out, but T don't mind putting up =a
praver for vour poor soul whenever I've a
minute to smare.”’

So saving. he turned down his study 'amp
carefully, and Brownrigg went away uader
cover of the darkness.

I1I.

Gibson had washed his hands of the mat-
ter, but only for the moment. Weeks
passed by and Brownrigg grew paler and
thinner, longer-haired and wilder-eyed than
ever: he developed a passion for strange
forms of dress and neglected his sub-editor-
fal duties, while his jaded brain went to
sleep every night on the wrecks of three
sonneis and ~n ode. Then Gibson con-
sidered it was about time to interfere. He
wis sorry for Brownrigg: he was
<orry for Janie; and he was sorry most
of all for Miss Campbell. Clearly Brown-
rigr was not in a state to listen to reason;
80 he resolved to go to Miss Campbell and
open her eyves. It would be a very delicate
operation and he doubted whether he had
the necessary skill; it would aiso be slight-
Iy Impertinent and sha might very properly
resent it; and if she dld so, he would
feel more or less of a fool: besldes, he had
three times in the last fort-
to his own amusement, the
man of prompt and docisive action found
himself shaken by a thousand doubts and
scruples. So he made up his mind not to
Eo. and went.

Mis¢ Campbell was at home and alone.
He found her seated by the window, read-
ing the last number of the Piccadilly Re-
view, It must have proved either very

peculiar

me mad.
; i you ecan’'t
You can't fall down and wor-

called there

night. Much

suggestive or very dull, for she had let the |

on to her lap and

frowning a little, as
lost in her own reflectiogas. She started as
ne came in and the faint blush which had
spread over Gibson's forehiead was re-
peatedd on her own.
that he admiited that Brownrigg might be
forgiven and vet he did not feel in the least
Inclinedd to forgive him. That ahbsurd
parody of a passion was a profanation of
its object.

'r::.-J.nii!nr’ﬁ task wans easler than he ex-
pected. Miss Campbo!!l began to talk about
Browntige of her own pecord. haad
beent reading his last article—hed thought
there as slight falling off—his style
was usualiy so good, wasn't  {t? She
paused, steadying her vofee a Hitle:
i say how much this poem of yours—'
It was really of Gibson to strike in
at thiz interesting noint and expiain gentiy
that his wretched sub-editor was *
off” and that he ourht not to be allowe

nitivate her soclety to the injury o

wrid the detriment of his aifai
w was something nbout Brownrigg
ippenled to the moat ehastencd s
of humaor, and at Arat Mizs Campball wonld
hing bnt langh. All at once
hecame serlous It was you who told me
to be kind to Irownrigeg. What am

I to do?""

Glbson suzgested that It might be ns well
to be a little unkind to him for the future.
Then he told her of Brownrigg's engage-
ment to Janle Morrls, He never quite knew
why he thought it necessary to break this
news to her piecemenl; it was ridiculous
to suppose that she would care; and yet
her de-?!cnte dark eyebrows contract and
he felt le rellef when he saw

magazine dron was

leaning forward,

a
Shi

nohle

=

do no she

Mr.

eddying |

can't conceive the ce‘,rstar:y.l

{ bols by the way.”
'\ book

I dreamed |
a sonnet on |

a4 moment, .ﬂ!udying'

ha |

”TY

| Is

very |

if |

She was so beautifu] |

“May

| chantmer

' made

. ous doll and an unsexed virago,

her eyes flash with generous indignation,
““Personally,” he added, *I shonld like to
punch his head; but you can't possibly
punch a man’s head when his legs are so
thin.*'

“*No,

and if yvou did, it weuldn't do Miss
Morris I

any good. Leave Dim to me; I
think I can cure him without violence,™

As she spoke the door opened and Mr.
Ormond Brownrige was shown in.

Miss Camphbell nerve was egual to the
cccasion, 2he reeccived Brownrigg with
& cars unconscious cordiality that ex-
cited Gilbson's deep admiration. For the
first time he beeams ware of something
#trange about her, a vivid., unnatural
charm. unlike her usual! reserved and state-
ly grace. Gradually the strangeness of i
Jarred on him and he felt constralned ar
nervoeus, and began to wonder whethe
looked as foollsh as Brownrigg., He tried
to get Brownrigz to talk abonut a hook which
had just appeared. The poet made inco-
herent answers and kept his eves fixed
on the graceful fizure in the deep arm chair
by the window. Miss Camphell showed no
slgn of interest, but lay back fanning her-
seif and loo 1 4t the points of her sline
with lazy half-shut eyes. Then she foided
her fan sharply with a click and raised her
eyes to Gibson's appeal . ""Please don't
let's® have any more intellectual eonversa-
tlon; T can’t understand it a hbit. I've been
trying hard to be intellectual for three
months, and I can’'t Keep it up any longer:
It’s much too fatlzuing.” Brownrigeg look-
ad puzzled and framed his lips for a speech
which never came. She spread out the pink
little palms of her hands with a helpless
gesture.  “"Really, the demands made on
women's Intelligence nowadavs are S50Me-
thing appalling. There is onily ane horrid
alternative: efther you must know some.
;illi_ng about evervthing and then you're a
I, or you must know evervthing i
something, when vou're a bore.” BIg Kuout

t;[h'_%l!“ laughed and turned awav: he was
beginning to see (t. AR r‘.ru')\\‘nriL'f_'. dropped
Into the low chair beside her, she made a
Httle face of depreciation, “You're not go-
ing to talk bhooks, are vou?"

“N-no. not exactly, I—T was only golng
to tell vou that I'm—er—bringing out =
small volume of poems shortlv. 1 thought
It might interest you.'" ’ '

“So it does, immensely, Of course, vou'll
he I'II?F'F\'!N“‘--\!, And, of course, yvou'll set
boody-traps for the interviewers o nd supp'v
them with fletitious information? That's
what poets alwavs  do. tsn't 1t? How
amused you'll be to read the accounts of
Yourself afterwards in the papers. But
we must have tea before we diseuss any-
thing serious.”

They had tea. And after tea she talked
pure abstracr nonsense for # whole hour
and uttered commonplaces with an air of
Intense and passionpte conviction. As thevy
B0l up to go, she sighed ever so slightly

And now, Ar. Brownrigg, you know the
terrible truth. T am really nothing but
an empty-headed, frivolous woman.”

‘You think T shall believe that?" =aid
Brownrigg in a low. mumbiling voice. “You
may chocse to seem so to others: you for-
et that T have seen vour soul.'

‘Oh, no, vou haven't. You've
must have been

mistake: it
else’s; my soul's never at
had

B8,

made n
somebody
time. " home at tea

Leonora
failed.

That

to confess that she had

one look from Rrownrige sl g
! g showead
1_]1'.” he thought her more adorable than
ever, He sent her a large quantity of flow-
ers lh."lt evening, and they came in b anti-
';'.'”]" Ic*;-lr her flower mission in the Kast
“nd.  sShe wrote him a nice Jittle note a
told him so. e £ P
IV,

“'hn-:} jrownrige next found himself in
Miss Campbell’'s drawing room, his hook
had been published, and a copy. the gift
of the author, was on the table before him,
It was very pretty to look ml, printed on
rough paper, bound in white parchment,
with gold lettering, “Poems by Ormond
Brownrigg,"” amid a device of passion flow-
ers. Within A Soul's Epic” formed the
plece de reslatance, to his own well-
chosen words. In a modest preface he had
forestalled obvious criticlsm by an apology
for youthful immaturity. On the dedlca-
tion page there appeared this islet of verse
in a sea of margin:

TO 1. C.
Lady. if ever in these listless days

A singer's voice be welcome to thine ear,

It may be thou wilt turn aside to hear
The music wrought in these enchanted lays.

use

For this thy poet turns each golden phrase,
And love's own lyric volece doth s=llence
fear—

If such

dear,
Shall it not be thrice dearer for thy praijse?
*The poet gat in o state of feverish anx-
lety, awaiting Miss Campbell's verdict, He
had led up 10 It by devious paths, as thus,
for instance: *“‘You have shown me many
aspects of your marvelous mind, and one,
indeed, which 1 had not suspected. It
seems [ make some new discovery in you
every day.”

And she had answered: “Indeed! You
are guite a natural philosopher. The worst
of the natural sciences {8 that they are so
fatiguingly progressive; you never kKnow
when you have got to the end of them.’

He saw his opening and dashed inte it
headlong. He said that there was one fur-
ther discovery he would like to make. He
felt that he stood at the bar of her mercy,
convieted of a heavy offense t(here he lald
his hand lightly on the poems), and he had
yvet to know her in the character of an im-
partial judge. )

And now the verdiet was being given. .

“1 would rather not ecriticise vour pretiy
book, which I wvalue as your gift; l_-ut.
as vou have asked for my honest apinion,
1 must say I think you've hardly
vourself justice in publishing such very
minor poetry, you who can write .~=n‘¢I_'_--
Hghtfully in prose. A man with n career,
i definite goal before him, really ought
not to indulge in these superfluous gam-
Here took up the
turning over the leaves,

dim hope can make a song so

ahe
and began
“Yes, yvou have great
cliity, T mean—but your verse
true quality of poetry., ¢narm an
tion."” She picked out a sonnot at random
and read it aloud to him. He listened shud-
deringly: it did lack charm and distinction.
“You s what I mean?'’ she mtinned
cheerfully. *Your melodies & reit, but
remintacent: one seems to have met with
most of your ideas before and you have
found no new setting for them. Forg
me:; this is only a friend’s iticism;
there's nothing new under the s _
comes o that: everybody must plagiarize
from somebody, vou know, What I mean

that, when you have achieved dilstine-
tion in prosze, it s pity to waste-your
really admirable rs in pursuit of the
unattainable,””

Brownriggz had sat pulling his moustache
during this & h. He now rose stifily,
and held out his hand without spedking.

“I've not offended you?"' she asked inno-
cently.

“No. You have only condemned
work—that s, me, You may not

lacks the

Feoga

my life-
know it.

but T have put myself. the divine part of |

me, into that book. which you have read
in twenty minutes and anpraised in three.’

“T'm sorry; hut yvou told me to be honest,
and my opinion’s not final."'

“Far from it; it is the opinion of the aver-
age light reader who ecan only grasp one
idea 2t a time and can’t be expected to un-
derstand versatility I nmn ¢ by
manv-sidedness, Because 1 hove sueceeded
in prose, I'm not permitted to be a poet.”

“Sp it would seem.””

Tle drew himself up proudly. “This
woman's judgment on a man’s work."

She saw his suffering and hated herself
for inflicting it. But the th ht of
Janie Morris (his cousin) ene her
heart for the firal blow altogrther
a woman's opinion. It at least
bv Mr. Horace Glbson.”

He turned o =ickly green. e had always
ocherigshed the belief that Gibson privately
recognized his genlus as a poet, while
demning it from an editorinl point of view.
If she v the doom of his bonk was
sealed. s a literary specialist.
But yon o vell to quots him."

With this Parthian shaft he covared his
retreat He
passed him withou! & word.

Yeoa 't she said in answer to the editor's
Inquiring evebrows; “‘after three attempts
I've succecded at last.”

“Mav I ask how?"

‘sianced significantly
ventured on a

is a

is shared

con-

Bre

at the poems,
little friendly

passion was dead; he had
awakened am a delirous dream. Leo-
nora had labored to deface hils ideal of her,
with apparent foilure; now she had shat-
tered his ideal of himself; and, having
done this., her former exporiments jastified
themselves at once, a result which
thkat no honest consclentious labor
virin, He felt deeply the pat
that grent love. It rou
questions. He toved Janie and 1«
ten her: he red Leonora and
naors< her no o 5 oul it he pozibhle
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dorives
after a birief
wits a vulger fellow with ne certain con-
trol ef his aspirates. In like manner he
noew found out that Leonora was = frivol-
He made
these two ideas;
impressions dis-

faction he

no attempt to rezonclle
he had received both
tinctly.

The question remained weas he fickle? Af-
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| ordinary highwayvs are

ter much anxious deliberation he decided
that he was not fickie, but versatile. Ver-
sutility was an intellectoal quality, not a
moral one, and It was the chazracter of his
Having settled that problem to
satisfaction. he went back to Leonora’'s
tlgment of his poems. After all, he re-
cted, what was such a woman's verdiet
worth, the verdict of a frivolous fool? To
assert his Independence, he wrote a sonnet
that night, and called it “De Profundis.”

Now it was that he remcmbered Janie,

; + had soothed him: Janis had admired
“A Soul’'s Epic;” he yearned afresh for
her hHealing love and sympathy. He had
hehaved like a brute to her, and that
thought was agony, because it Jowered him
itill further in his ov n opinion.

All bruised and suffering, he went down
to Janie to be comforted., He could not
rest till he had raised his own fallen lmage
by tha nable candor of confession. He
told the whole story of the last six months,
in his own manner, without reservation.
"I don’t know how it happened, but it
must have besn Fate, T seemed to be
in the hands of & beautiful, demoniacal,
remorseless cosmic power. My will wasn’t
my own-—it was hers.”

Janle shuddered, but she did not drop the
hand she held. “It's all over now: let us
forget that it has ever been.” Thus she
forgave him: but she never forgave Leo-
nora, not even when that dreadful woman
became Mrs, Horace Gibson.

Brownrige married Janie. Some people
prophesied that their marriage would fur-
nish a nroblem. Others regarded it as a
beautiful fllustration of the ingenious law
of comnensation by which Nature sottles
mest problems, Nature being economical
and evidently intending that weman's offi~e
of redeeming love shall be no slnecure. As
fslbson observed to his wife, “If people
like Brownrigg didn't marry, what would
become of the domestic virtues?"

As for Brownrigg. he had his hair cut
and resumed the ordinary garb of masecu-
line civilization. He sank from his lyvrie
Leights of passion to make himself a mas-
ter of the »rose of love: and, after all, it
Is not evervone who can achieve distine-
tion in prose. Janfe alone cherishies the in-
nocent beifef that her hushband is a great
noet: she even reads his verses and ad-
mires them all—with one exception. She
cannot see the point of dedivatory qua-
trains to L. C.. which is a strange thing,
for, bad as those verses undoubtedly are,
they are bevond all question the best in
the book.

—Macmillan's Magazine,

OoUT OF THE ORDINARY.

The area of the great Sahara desert 1s al-
most exactly the same as that of the
U'nited States.

The hottest part of the globe is the
great desert of Africa, where the ther-
mometer registers 150 degrees Fahrenheit,

The largest organ in the world is at the
town hall of Sydney, New South Wales. Tt
occupled three years in the bullding and
cost 70,000,

Within the last decade the population of
Europe has Inereased about thirty million.
of whom Russia contributed 12,510,000 and
Franece only 67,000,

Queen Victoria now rules 867,000,000 peo-
ple. & grenter number than hes ever before
acknowledged the sovereignty of either o
King, Queen or Emperor.

The great clock of Rouen, France has
heen grinding out time and striking the
hours and quarters for over five hundred
Years, running all this time without inter-
ruption.

The largest bullding stones are those used
in the cyclopean walls of Bralbee, in Sy-
ria, some of which measure sixty-three feet
in length by twenty-six in breadth and are
of unknown depth.

The total number of business failures
throughout the Unlted States from Jan. 1
to Sept. 30, 1806, is 11.280, the largest ag-
gregate reported for a llke period sinece rec-
ords have been complled.

A mathematician has computed the move-
ment of a rider's feet while working a bi-
cyele, and has demonstrated that it re-
quires less exertion to travel fifteen miles
on i bieyele than to walk three mliles,

In ancient Egypt the laborer, the soldier
and the man of the people went bare-
fonted, but sandals formed part of the cos-
tume of the man of rank. They could not
he worn, however, in the house of the king
or in his presence,

The Parsees of Indla have a strange fu-
neral custom. They expose their dead to
the fowlis of the alr, on the Towers of
Silence, at Bombay, It is their opinion
that nelther the earth nor the water should
be desecrated bv contact with a corpse.

The remains of the IEmperor Napoleon
were roeinterred with great pomp in the
Hotel des Invalides, in Paris, on the 15th
of December, 180, having been brought

rom St. Helena by the Prince de Joinville
by permission of tha British government.

Among the wilder tribes of the Caucasus
every child is taRught to use the dagger al-
most as soon ag it can walk. The children
first learn to stab water without making a
splash., and by incessant practice acquire
an extraordinary command over the weap-
on.

The cattle, sheep and swine in Denmark
have to undergo a rigid veterinary exami-
nation both before and after they are
slaughtered, Before meat can be removed
from the slaughter house it must be offi-
clally stamped as “flrst or esecond-class
food.'"

The postoffice of Great Britain now em-
ploys over 1.300 lady clerks. The largest
number of these clerks are, of course, to
be found in the London postoffice, where
the bulk of them are pald fairly remunera-

| tive sMlaries, while what may be regarded
| as-plums fall to the few.
done |

The ealebrated rose bush of Hildeheimn,
Germany, the oldest in the world, is well
kKnown to tourists. Charlemagne Is said to
have planted it more than 1,000 years ago in
commemoration of the embassy recelved
from Haroun al Rash!d, the Caliph of the
Thousand and one Nights.

Adam South, o century ago, gave a very
interesting deseription of the manufacture
of pins as then carried on. At that time an
uneducated workman could scarcely make
a dozen pins in a4 day, but within the last
fifty vears the trade has heen quite revolu-
tionized by the introdu=tion of machinery.

During about seven hundred vears the
Latin language was the language of court,
camp and polite society from the river
Tweed, in Scotland, tn the Euphrates, in
and from the Crimea or Chersone=a,
in tha Black sea, to the Plllars of Hercules,
at the western extremity of the Mediter-
ranean.

Dogs will eat fruit, though rarely. When
they do they usually toke a fancy to goose-
berries. In the annual report on the man-
agement of the menagerie of the zoologleal
the item “‘onlons™ always
largely in the bill for provender, They are
mainly for the African antelopes and
Giraftes,

A motor-car scheme is being prcmoted in
Liverpool. It is intended to Introduce mo-
tor cars capable of drawing cthree wagons
carrying ten tons of produce. ‘The wagons
are to be loaded a2t the ship's side and the
to be utilized with-
out laying rails or uslng any other mechan-
fcal aids,

At Venice when anyone dies it is the cus-
tom o fix placard on the front of the
] érson’s house, as well as in the
streets, as a sort of public no-
L g his name, age, place of birth
and the illness from which he died, affirm-
ing also that he received the holy sacra-
ments, died a good Christian and requesting
the prayers of the faithful.

The oldest and most celebrated Roman
highway is the Via Appia. It was begun in
312 B, ., and ran from Rome to Brindisi,
remaining to-day one of the most notable
memorics of antiquity in or near the
Eternal City. Long stretches of tie pave-
ment are still perfect and from this it ap-
pears that the breadth of the roadway
proper was only fifteen feet

The use of the side saddle
riders is traced to the time
Bohemin, eldest daughter of the Emperor
of Germany, who married Richard I, of
England, Previous to this date 4l! English
women bestrode their horses in manly
fashion: but, on account of a deformity,
this German bride was forced to use a
sidezaddle, and the custom became general.

The important town of PEruex, in Bo-
hemia, is beginning to tumble about the
ears of its inhabitants owing to the faulty
construction of the cnal pits beneath it
The railroad station nas disappeared into
the bowels of the earth, the line itself be-
ing transformed into a species of switch-
And curiously enough, while the

o

for women

of Anne of

| value of house property in Bruex is declin-

ghows

| Critic

|

ing at a rapid rate, the rents are increasing,

Bnd Spelling.
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writing well, 1 muy quote
wards from  the manuseript of
i well-known American author—one
of the charming of our writers—
which o my observation some
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from

most

me

WA s

with

similar incapacity for rendering unto words

the letters that belong to them,

The Descent of Man.

Boston Globe.

Mrs. Darwin, who has just dled, ocutlived
her husband a good many years. Was that
the survival of the fittest?

figures |

OFFERINGS OF THE POETS.

Prelude to “The Earthly Paradise.”

Of heaven or hell T have no power to sing,
I cannot eéase the burden of your fears,

Or meke quick-coming death a little thing,
Or bring again the pieasures of past Years
_Nor for my won! shall ye forget your tears,
Or Lope again for aught that { can say—

The idle singer of an empty day.

i~ mirth,
i ts still unsati=fded ve sigh,

And feeling kindly unto all the earth,

Grudge every minute as it passes by,

Made the more mindful that tne sweet days

dle—

Remember me a little then, I pray,
The idle singer of an empty day.

But ra

The heavy trouble, the bawildering care
That weigh us down who live and earn our
biread,
These idie #¢s have no power to bear;

So let me £ of names remembered,
_Because they, living not, can ne'er be dead,
Or long time take their memory Quite away
From us poor singers of an empty day.

Dreamer of dreams, born out of my due time,
Why should I strive to set the crooked straight?

Let it suffice me that my murmuring rhyme
Beats with light wing against the ivory gate,
Telling a tale not too importunste

To thuose who in the sleepy region stay,

Lulled by the singer of an empty day.

Folks say a wizard to a northern king
At Chrigtmas-tide such wondrous things did
ghow
That through one window men beheld the spring,
And through ancther saw the summer glow,
And through a third the fruited vines arow,
While still unheard, but In its wonted way,
FPiped the drear wind of that December day.

So with this Earthly Paradise it is,

If ye will read aright, and pardon me,

Who strive to build a shadowy isle of bliss

Midmost the beating of the steely sea,

Where tossed about all hearts of men must be;
Whase mvening monsters might» men shall slay,
Not the poor singer of an empty day.

—William Morris.

The Quiet "ort.

There lies a gquiet port across the sea
Where the nroud sail is furled,
Where the bright banner flares and flaunts no
more
That once waved round the world.

There the brave ships that steered for other
shores,
That fought the bitter blast,
And dared the unknown stralts,
bays,
Find harborage at last,

the frost-hung

And those white barques that sought the isles of
dream,
The lands of love's renort,
They too, though steering gladly other where,
Have found the quiet port.

’I'lmro}um dark night comes down around them,
there
The weary captains rest,
The homeelck voyager bows down his head,
The sage forgeis hls quest.

But yet, ah, even while we fall on sleep,
We are content to wait;
Comrades, the land of our desire is near,
This port is but its gate,
—Elizabeth G, in

Roberts, Harper.

Cheeriness.

Let us stop the worry, dear,
Thingsa are coming right,

Sing your heart n song of cheer,
Glve your eyes the light.

Luck Is with the bold of heart,
God with those that smile;

We but need to do our part
Yet a little while,

but to hide her frown
When she sees your eyve

Dirmimed with tears and dropping down,
Lightly passes by.

Fortune,

her look with ne'er a fear,
Soon her eves will Yight.

Let us stop the worry, dear,
Things are coming right,

—Lewis W. Smith,

Meet

in Independent,
Bookuxs.
.\'othltng that man has wrought Is worth hils
HOOKE,
Those written records of his falths and creeds,
Immortal relies of his living needs,
Flowing in freedom like unhampered brooks.
Serried llke soldlers In their trangull nooks
They seem dust-bound In death; vet whoso heeds
The Ife within them, life that burns and bleeds,
Will learn how Time, the thief and maker, looks,

For man has written all himself in these,
His dyreams, his hopes, his loves, his cruel hates;
Here are the wine of passion and the lees,
Here are the perished glories of his states;
And here, a weary pllgrim on hils knees,

He pravs before the Future's golden gates.
—George Edgar Montgomery, in Colller's Weekly.
My Baby.

What shall I call her when we meet?

She knew no other name on earth
Than that which mothers find =0 sweet;
Though words be cold and little warth,
“Our baby'' seemed a name complete,

But now, so many vears have flown

Since from my tearful gaze she passed
How ghall I, iIn the great unknown,

Where all {8 new and strange and vast—
How shall 1 there reclaim my own?

What sweet, rare title does she bear?
For when I meet her on that shore,

Grown wise and great as she s falr,
“My baby.,"” 1 can sav no more,

For 1 shall be the incant there.

lilneun.

There |s no dearer lover of lost hours
Than 1.

I can be [der than the idlest flowers;
Mare dly lie

Than noonday lilies languidly afloat,

And water pillowed in & windless moat.
And 1 can be

Stiller than some gray stone

That hath no motion known.
It seemis to me

That my still idleness doth make my own
All magie gifts of joy's simplicity.

—H&. Welir Mitchell.

To the Fall Wind.

That T might borrow your volee, Fall Wind,
To utter the sorrow of human kind,

To sneak for speechlesa tears,

For the hopes and fears

Of the weariful years!

That vou might lend me your voice, Fall Wind,
To tell of the =orrow of human kind:

Fall Wind, your volee, to grieve

For the hopes that decefve,

And the hearts that belleve!

—John Vance Cheney,

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

The Illeason.
Puck.
Little Amzi—Why do you always put the
big apples at the top, Unele Ezra?
Unele Ezra—Because there is
room at the top.

always

Rig Success.
Detroit Free Press.
“What do you think of my tragedy?"
asked the self-satlafied playvwright.
*It's great. MNever laughed harder at
anything in my life."

A Lingering Regret.

Life.

Helen—Are you sure God will forgive me
for slapping sister if T ask Him, mamma?'’

Mamma—Ceriainly, dear.

Helen (refiectively)—Then I wish I had
glapped her harder.

Social Nuisances.

New York Weekly.

EBrownson — Pleasant time at the party
last night?

Smithson — No: Iinexpressibly dreary.
There was a4 young man there who tried to
be funny.

A Youthful Supposition.
Puck.
Little Willie (to> lady who has taken quite
an interest In him)—Are you a Populist?
Lady—Why, no: of cout'se not.
Little Willle (who sees the comic papers)
—'Cause vou've got whiskers on your chin.

On the Old Man,
Puck.

Old Gotrox (savagely)—So you want to
marry my danghter, Jdo you? Do you think
two can iive as cheaply as one?

Young Softly (slightly embarrassed)—I—
I hardly think you wili notice any differ-
ence, sir,

Two Reasons.
Puck.
Isaacheimer — Resenstein’s assignee told
me he vill ga oud of peezness,
Cohenstein—He's got lots of monoy, ain'dt

it?
Isaacheimar—Yes, undt he can’'t get no
more credit.

Powerinl Preachers,

Boston Transcript.
Mrs, Pew—What a blessing it is to hear

Mr. Ojly preach.

Mrs, Stole—Ho's nerfectly splendid. No
wonder he's popular. Why, he preaches go
heautifully that the wickeder one (8 the
better, Mr. Olly makes one feel,

An Insualrt,
New York Weekly.

Ikastern Man—1 Jdo business In New York,
but I live in the suburbs. Do you live in
44 suburbs, toe?
icago Man—The suburbs of Chicago?
Great snakes! Do you take me for a {ron-
tlersman?

The Lion and ;he Fox.

New Yorx Weekly.

First Boy—I kin lick you.

S8econd Boyv—Jes' you try It.

“Huh! What'll you do?

“] look like you, an' the furst time I
hear your dad callin’ you when you ain't
around an’ I am, I'l wiggle my ers at

-

2’ ANY other line EXCEPT +Garlands.”

. A full and complete line of Cooking
[ y Heating goods for all kinds of fucl, made by Q\.\
& 2758/ the same mechanics and of the same material \\

AT/ as “Garlands.,” **Michizans’ are the

-

L LA AANGES

THE MICHIGAN STOVE COMPANY, Largest Makers of Stoves and Ranges in the World

)

For sale by WORLD’S FAIR, Capitol Ave. and Washington St

ARCHITECTS.

W. SCOTT MOORE & SON..12 Blackford Bleock, Washington and Meridian Sts,
LOUIS H, GIBSON......vvevssssses . Hartford Block, S84 East Market Street.

AUCTIUNEERS.
M'CURDY & PERRY (Real-Estate and General Auctioneers). 139 W. Wash. St.

BICYCLES—WHOLESALE AND RET AlL.

C. G. FISIIER & C0O. (Stearns, Smnanlley and Grande)...64 N. Pennaylvania 5t
JOHN A. WILDE (Remington Bleycles)... .. 4:..108 Massnchusetts Avenue,

BROOMS MOPS AND WHISKS.
THE PERRY BROOM MFG. CO...cvvcaivesrsssess N2 South Deiaware Street.

CARPET CLEANING AND RENOVA'1ING.
CAPITOL STEAM CARPET-CLEANING WKS. (Phone 515) Cor, 9th and Lenox.

H. T. CONDE IMPLEMENT CO.ccvsssss

CARKIAGES AND WAGONS—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

sssss+27 to 33 Capltol Avenue, North.

CIGARS AND TOBACCO—WHOLESALE.
T'S“—I-MINGO CIGAR . :ssssssnsssasnsssssnnss 220 Easi WIIIII.(OI 'tm
PATHFINDER CIGAR (Indiana Cigar Company). .32 South Meridian Street,
HAMBLETONIAN 10¢, Florida Seal J¢ Cigars.48 Kentucky Ave,, Phone 1402,

CYCLE STABLES AND REPAIR DEPOTS.
WHEELS CLEANED, OILED AND STORED, 25c per week .. 16 W, Pearl Street.
NEW ARROW BICYCLES, $83...0v001ss10s1sssss00+:90 N. Delaware Streot.

DIAMONDS—WHOLESALE AND RETAILL,
J. C. SIPE (Importer Fine Diamonds). ....Room 4, 18 1-2 North Meridian St.

DRAUGHTSMAN.
H. D. NEALY (Patent and Mechanieal Work)......Room 14 Hubbard Bloeck.

DYE HOUSES.
PANTITORIUM. ... . Removed from 70 Circle to 131 North Meridian Street.

ELECTRUTY PERS.
INDIANA ELECTROTYPE COMPANY (prompt work)..23 West Pearl Street.

FLORISTS. ,
BERTERMANN BROS,, Nos, 85 and 87 &. Wash, §t. (Pembroke Arcade).Tel. 840

GENERAL TRANSFER—HOUSEHOLD MOVING.
SCIK'S TRANSFER COMPANY., Phone 385...ccc0:0ess3s+24:7 Clrele Street,
lsl‘(l)h(i.:‘s TRANSKER, STORAGE C0,, Tel, 4675.8. W. Cor. Wansh, and lllinels Sta.
JENKRINS (KResponsible for dnmuge).. Phone 1522, 11 North Alabama Streel,

GRILLE AND FRET WOKK.
HENRY L. SPIEGEL, Denigner and Manufacturer. .316 East Vermont Street.

ICE CREAM—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
PUTNAM COUNTY MILK COMPANY.....c00000...12 to 16 North East Street.

JEWELRY—-WHOLESALLE.
FRED H, SCHMIDT . . sevescsscasssss«32 Juckson Place, opp. Union Statiom.

ROTH & YOUNG (Day or Night Service,

LIVERY, BOARD AND HCAK NS'1ABLES.

Phone 1061)....50 Weat Market St.

LOANS ON DIAMONDS, WATCHES, ETC.
CONLEN'S CITY LOAN OFFICE......0i00es0044+.67 West Washington Street.
SOLOMON'S ORIGINAL LOAN OFFICE. ...

wessssssss-2l South Illinois Street.

MAY MANTEL AND TILE CO.

P. M. PURSELL (Mantels, Grates and I

MANTELS AND GRATES.
Closing Out Suale........78 and 80 Mass. Ave,

nrnnces). .31 Massuchuselis Avenne.

MINCE MEAT.
WRIGHT'S—Come and see it made...c.ooveese ssansons .09 Indiana Avenu®

PATENT ATTORNEYS.

e H. LOCKWOOD .. coacasansssassnanssrssnnssns
EHESTI'JR BRADFORD.14-16 Hubbard Bilk., Cor.
H. ¥, HOOD & SON.......20-30 W right Bloek,

THURMAN & SILVIUS. . covsvesnrococssonssnns

. «415-418 Lemecke Bullding,
Washington and Meridian,
4S8 1-2 Kast Market Streetl.
44, 45 and 46 When Bullding.

FATTERNS—WOOD AND METAL.
INDIANAPOLIS PATTERN WORKS, (Make any trick or device).101 8. Penn.

PRINTLERS AND ENGRAVERS.
FRANK H. SMITH (50 Engraved Cards, $1.00).22 North Pennsylvania Street.

REAL ESTATE,
C. W. PHILLIPS. (Insurance and Bullding and Loan). «+70 Monument Place.

SHOW CASES.
WILLIAM WIEGEL. cseessesasssnsssssssnsssnsss0 West Louisiana Street.

STORAGE AND SHIPPING,
HARRIS & PURYEAR (Transfer and Moving), Phone BG1...76-78 W, N. Y, St

. M. BERVEY & .
z"EBB'S TICKET OFFICE. .. .ccct00040

TICKET OFFICES—CUT RATE.
Cﬂ....--.--.................-...lﬁ South Illinois Street,

vesss s+ or 128 Sounth 1llinois Street.

UMBRELLAS, PARASOLS AND CANES,
C. W. GUNTHER, Manufacturer....21 Pembroke Arcade and 54 Mass Ave.

JULIUS A. SCHULLER. ...

: s - 2 n you'll catch it
?&F{x‘tl-nm;'of:lay;lt.him)‘rr::-!:l at:lll'e ifyyou_ say you
didn't do it, he'll lick you harder for ly-
.

Considered Dead.
Puck.
The Medlum—W hat spirit shall I call up?
McKinley Enthusiast—Bryau.

Correet.

Chicago Tribune. ) ]
4 . phrase, ‘working classes,” occurs in
tm;”;:.n?;.m-..," sald the teacher. W hm:,‘{lo
you understand by the ?\'Ofklng.clasﬁr:}. 3
“‘The classes in grammar and ‘rithmetic,
answered the shock-headed boy with the

bad eye.
Enlightenment.

Detroit Tribune.

“Ie is a lantern-jawed agitator.”
“Well, you can't deny that his remarks

threw light upon the subject.”

In the scope of language there was now
fate that guides to ends of which munkind
wots not.

IHow n Letter May Be Recalled.

Boston Transeript.

The publle Is not as tamiliar with {ts
privileges nhout postal matiers as might be
supposed. Many times peaple would like to
recall a letter after it has been mailed.
This enan be Jdone. even If the letter hue
reached th: postoffice of Its deslination,
At every nostoffice there are what are
called “‘withdrawal blanks.” On applica-
tion they wiil be furnished, and when a de-
posit is made to cover the expenss, the
postmaster will telegraph to the postmaster
at the letter's destnation, asking that it
be sromofly returned. The annlicant Hdrst
nh;l'l,-: this recment: ‘It is hercby agreed
that if the jetter i8 returned to me 1 will
protect you from any and all clilms made
againgt you for such return, and will fully
indemnify you for any loss you may sus-
taln by reason of such action. And I here-
with deposit $- to cover all exnense |In-
curred, and will deliver to you the envelope
of the letter returned.” In many cases

ons have made remittances to fraudu-
m parties or Irresponsible firms, not
jearning their true character until after the

letter had gone, and have succefqded in re-
them.

and then to be detected the handiwork of a |

WINES.

tresssssssss110 and 112 North Meridian Street.

SAWS AND MILL SUPPLIES.

e L S Cd

ATKINS E. C & CO., Manufacturer and

repalrer of CIRCULAR,.CROHS
CUT. BAND and all other
BELTING, EMERY V
and MILL SUPPLIES.

WHECLS
Llinols sireet, 1 square south SAWS

Unlon Station.
SAWS "EMERY WHEELS
W. B. Barry Saw and Supply Co

EPECIALTIES OF
1% 8. PENN ST. All kinde of Saws repaired.

PHYSICIANS,
NN

o~

AN NSNS NI NN NS NT NS NN NS NSNS
Dr. Sarah Stockton,
L7 NORTH DELAWARE STREET.
Office Hours: § to 11 a. m.; & to 4 p. m. Tel. 140

DR. REBECCA W. ROGERS,
Diseasens of Women and Children.
OFFICE—19 Marion Block. Jilice Hours—3 tay

12a m.: 2to b p. m. Tel No. 176}, Sundays-—-
4 to b p. m., at residence, 200 Broudway. HResls
dl:‘u:_l Tel. No. 1631 i

DR, C. 1. FILIZTCIHIEE IR,
RESIDENCE-G North Pennsylvanla stoeals
OFFPIC £—369 Soulh Meridian atreel.

Office Honrs—9 to 10 & m.; 3 to 4 p. m; 7itoll
p. m. Telephones—Oliice, W r:-_s!-lf'nu. 471,

Dr. J. A. Sutcliffe,
SURGEON.

"FICE~ East Alarket street, Hours—3 to
woa}'. I“é\.E‘ zao 3 p. m.; Sundays excepled. Tele-

phone, 8L

Dyr. J. E. Anderson,
—-SPECIALIST—

N us Diseases
ch’:‘hﬁi%ﬁ:u-:r:?\a omen.

Grand Opera House Block, N. Pennsylvania St,

TS EALS, STENCILS, STAMPS.
~ - =4 . e Y

N




